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I should long ago have wished to ask you for your portrait if there were not some insult, I know not what, in the request. I do not want it until after I have seen you. To-day, my flower of heaven, I send you a lock of my hair; it is still black, but I hasten it to defy time. I am letting my hair grow, and people ask why. Why ? Because I want enough to make you chains and bracelets !
Forgive me, my dearest, but I love you as a child loves, with all the joys, all the superstitions, all the illusions of its first love. Cherished angel, how often I have said to myself: " On! if I were loved by a woman of twenty-seven, how happy I should be; I could love her all my life without fearing the separations that age decrees." And you, my idol, you are forever the realization of that ambition of love.
Dear, I hope to start on the 18th for Besanqon. It depends on imperative business. I would have broken that off if it did not concern my mother and many very serious interests. I should be thought a lunatic, and I have already trouble enough to pass for a man of sense.
If you will take " L'Europe litte'raire " from the loth of August you will find the whole of the " Theorie de la Demarche " and a " Conte Drolatique " called " Persevd-rauce d'amour," which you can read without fear. It will give you an idea of the first two dizains.
You have now read " Le Medecin de campagne." Alas! my critical friends and I have already found more than 'two hundred faults in the first volume! I thirst for the second edition, that I may biing the book to its perfection. Have you laid down the book at the moment when Beuassis utters the adored name?
I am working now at " Eugdnie G-randet," a composition which will appear in '' L'Europe litteraire " when I am travelling.
I must bid you adieu. Do not be sad, my love; it is not allowable that you should be when you can live at all